THE IRON PUDDLER

"Son," he said, "you do not wish to lock
your parents up in a prison, do you?'*

Then he explained: "We do not know
these people. We are too old to make new
friends. We would never be at ease here, we
would be lonely. We like the little home
that we bought with our own savings. It has
become a part of ourselves; it fits us like the
wrinkles on our faces. If we moved here our
old friends would never come to see us. This
magnificence would scare them away. No,
son. We thank you for offering us this house,
but it is not for us. We will stay in the little
cottage where our old friends will be free to
come and light a pipe and chat and drowse
away the evening hours that yet remain.95

How wise he was! He knew the fitness of
things. His simple comforts, his old friends,
these he valued more than riches, and the
valuation that he put upon them was the right
one.for his mother. If I had given her a pair
